514                      Honore de Balzac.
October 15.
I receive to-day your answer to my last letter. Never before did it happen to me to receive a reply to one letter while I was writing another. This phenomenon takes place now at the end of five years, during which time I have written to you once a fortnight at least. To tell you all the whys and wherefores belongs to the domain of toZ/c, not to that of epistolary conversation.
Cara} you are more than ever bent on converting me. Your letter is that of a grave and serious abbess and an omnipotent, omni-scavante, gracious and witty Countess Hauska.    I kneel at your feet, dear and beautiful sister-Massillou, to tell you here that the sorrow of ray life is a long prayer, that my soul is very white, not because I do not sin, but because I have no time to sin, which makes it perhaps all the blacker in your eyes.    But you know that I have in the shrine of my heart a madonna who sanctifies all.    What have I said or done to you that should bring me all this Christian advice?    I work so hard that I have not always time to sleep or, more alarming symptom, to write to you.    A man so unfortunate is either the most guilty or the most innocent of men on earth; and in either case there's nothing to be done.    Would you know what that means ?   I am weary of the life thus allotted to me, and, were it not for my duties, I would take  another.    I must have received many blows, be very tired of my fate, to abandon myself to chance, as I do to-day, with a character as strongly tempered as mine.
You have reticences about my affections which grieve me all the more because I cannot reply to them (the reticences), and you ask me superfluous questions about my health. Why have you not divined, with that grand perspicacious forehead of yours and your other attributes, that the unhappy are always robust in health? They can, pass through seas, conflagrations, battles, bivouacs, andeillies par J. L. Gaudy jeuue. Paris. 1838."
